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MOBALI MAN'S COURAGE 

BY CHESTER WHITEHORN 



ALWAYS, KORI thought, 
since the beginning of 
time. Ra-Banu had been his 
enemy. In his youth, in the 
games of the Mobali tribe. 
Ra-Banu had opposed him. 
Always they had challenged 
and competed, taunted and 
fought. And now, in this hour 
6f more importance than any 
other, Ra-Banu opposed him 
again. 

This bitter thought came to 
Kori's mind as he raced 
through the Mobali kraal to- 
ward his hut. He must borrow 
speed from the God of all the 
heavens, and stamina from 
the great bull elephant, for on 
this mission rested his dreams 
of happiness, and the dreams 
of Lyana. 

The interior of his hut was 
dark, but he found the rope 
and wound it about his waist. 
His fingers closed over the 
handle of his heavy bushknife. 

At the hut's entrance, he 
hesitated a moment before 
leaving. Here, between the 
walls of bamboo, sheltered 
by the thatched, roof, he had 
lived most of his life. Here, in 
his dreams, he had pictured 
Lyana as his wife. Now. as 
he stood in the entrance, he 
wondered whether those 
dreams were about to end. 
They would, he knew, if he 
failed to reach the mountain 
Of mists before Ra-Banu. 

It was a whim of the mas- 
ters of fate that Ra-Banu, too, 
had lost his heart to Lyana. 
and that on the same day Kori 
asked Ba-Moga. Lyana 's 
father, for the hand of the girl, 
Ra-Banu had appeared at the 
old man's hut with the same 
request. 

Lyana had already spoken 
to Ba-Moga of her love for 
Kori. And had it not been for 
Ra-Banu. the old man would 
have given his consent. But 



Ra-Banu offered a dowry of 
thirteen goats, and Kori could 
offer only three. Despite his 
daughter's wishes. Ba-Moga 
was reluctant to turn away the 
wealth promised by Ra-Banu. 
He had asked the two young 
men to wait, to return today 
for his decision. And so, but a 
few minutes before, Kori had 
stood in the old man's hut at 
the side of his enemy and lis- 
tened to Ba-Moga's words: 

"The mate of my daughter 
must be a great warrior. He 
must prove himself." The old 
man's eyes had narrowed 
shrewdly in his wrinkled face. 
"It is difficult for a man whose 
mind is weary with age to 
choose the greater of two men 
—unless one has proven him- 
self. . ." 

Ba-Moga had gone on to 
speak of the mountain of 
MISTS, of the King Vulture 
who made his nest in the peaks 
among the clouds. He had 
challenged the young warriors 
to find a nest of the great bird 
and bring back an egg. The 
first warrior to return would 
win the hand of Lyana. 

In this way had the old man 
rendered his decision. If Kori 
was the victor, he would have 
made his daughter happy. If 
Ra-Banu won, Ba-Moga 
would receive a dowry fit for a 
king. 

For one moment longer 
Kori lingered in the doorway 
to his hut, and then he raced 
off. 

He ran to the edge of the 
Mobali kraal. Far ahead, 
through an opening in the 
trees, he could see the moun- 
tain of mists. There were 
many hours of running ahead, 
and a steep climb at the end. 

Pounding feet sounded be- 
hind him. Kori glanced over 
his shoulder, saw Ra-Banu 
approaching swiftly and felt a 



sudden urge to put on a burst 
of speed, but restrained him- 
self. 

Ra-Banu swept up to Kori's 
side. He wore a rope about his 
waist and carried his bush- 
knife thrust through his breech 
cord. He was shorter than 
Kori, more powerfully built. 

"Go home, old woman," he 
taunted. "This is a mission for 

Kori did not answer, but ran 
on in silence. For a short while 
Ra-Banu sped along at hit 
side, then he spurted ahead. 
Kori continued to move at the 
same pace. He stared at his 
opponent's back until it had 
disappeared in the heavy jun- 
gle. 

JT ORI pressed on. One 
thought held his mind. 
More than for himself-for 
Lyana. he must win. She had 
smiled at him, but her dark 
eyes had been worried. She 
did not want Ra-Banu for her 
mate. With all her heart, she 
wanted Kori to win. 

For a time that seemed like 
hours he plunged ahead. He 
was running at top speed. He 
should have caught up with 
Ra-Banu by now. But he saw 
nothing more than thick jungle 
ahead. 

It was impossible that Ra- 
Banu could maintain the 
swiftness with which he had 
started. And yet. Kori knew. 
Ra-Banu was a powerful and 
determined warrior. Perhaps, 
with the stakes so high, his 
dark enemy had somehow 
found the strength. 

Kori continued his flight. 
His rush was that of the 
despaired and angered, Jor far 
ahead, almost at the foot of 

THE MOUNTAIN OF MISTS, he 

saw the racing figure of Ra- 
Banu. 

The race is lost. Kori 



thought. There would be no 
defeating Ra-Banu now. He 
had failed Lyana, and failed 
himself. 

And yet, in bitter determi- 
nation, despite the hopeless- 
ness, he moved on. So blind 
was his desperation, he failed, 
to notice the sharp rock in his 
path, half -hidden by the grass, 
jagged edges inviting disaster, 
His leg struck, and he stum- 
bled forward in sudden pain. 
He fell to the earth, lay there 
for a moment, stunned and 
beaten. Then he struggled to 
his feet, gritting his teeth 
against the hurt. 

THE RACE was no longer a 
* race, but a futile battle of 
man against pain. He stag- 
gered on, fighting the weari- 
ness within himself that 
begged him to stop. 

He reached the mountain, 
started up, over hard, grey 
rock, dragging his injured leg. 
Somehow— somehow- 
Higher and higher he 
mounted. Ra-Banu was lost 
to his sight now. Perhaps the 
dark warrior was already at 
the crest of the mountain. 
Perhaps even now he was re- 
moving the eggs from the K ing 
Vulture's nest. Perhaps their 
paths would cross, Ra-Banu 
returning in triumph, Kori 
still going ahead. 

He rose to a great height, 
and his eyes swept over the 
rocks ahead, searching for the 
tangle of twigs and grass that 
would cradle the great bird's 
eggs. He pulled himself up 
over the lip of an escarpment, 
found himself standing on a 
wide ledge of level rock. To his 
right was a wall of sheer stone, 
rising grey and bleak to meet 
the blue sky and clouds of bil- 
lowing mist. To his left there 
was nothing, the edge of the 
shelf, and then vast empti- 
ness, forbidding space. 

For a moment it seemed to 
Kori that this was the end of 
the world, a place where life 
had never before traveled, a 
place where life did not. could 
not exist. And then he saw the 
rope, a rope made by the hand 
of man, firmly attached to a 
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jutting rock at the base of the 
stone wall, crawling across the 
small plateau to the edge, and 
over, into the vastness of 
space. Kori noted with a start 
that the rope was slack. 

Then he heard the screams 
of pain and terror. He heard 
the cawing of the great bird. 
He moved to the brink and 
peered over. He saw Ra-Banu. 
hanging by his fingertips to a 
ledge about fifteen feet below. 
The rope dangled. It had 
broken under Ra-Banu's 
weight. He saw the giant 
feathered King VulRire, flap- 
ping gigantic wings, crying in 
rage, attacking Ra-Banu's un- 
protected back with wicked 
beak and talons. He saw the 
nest, two large eggs in it, like 
two great jewels cushioned in 
a pillow of brown and green. 

For one moment Kori hesi- 
tated. In brief seconds his 
enemy would die. Victory was 
within Kori's grasp. Lyana 
was his. 

Then he snapped into ac- 
tion. He took the rope from 
about his waist and attached 
one end to the jutting rock. 
The other end he tied about 
his middle. Then, bushknife in 
hand, he dropped himself over 
the edge of the cliff into the 
battle. 

The giant vulture napped 
off into space, swept in again 
to meet this new menace. Kori 
found himself bearing the 
brunt of a savage, whirlwind 
attack. He felt the pain of 
claws tearing at -his breast, the 
dagger sharpness of a beak 
cutting his shoulder, seeking 
his throat. Heavy wings beat 
at his face and arms like huge, 
feathered boards. 

Kori fought back, wielding 
the razor-sharp blade of his 
knife in lightning strokes. 
Again and again, he felt his 
blade bite into the bird, and in 
return felt the force and fury 
of the vulture's rage. 

Summoning all of his 
strength, Kori threw his entire 
body into a powerful stroke. 
His blade flashed in the sun- 
light, struck one wing of the 
vulture. The bird screamed in 
helpless agony, fell away, flut- 



tered out into the void, then 
plummeted downward 

Kori rested a moment. Then 
he gathered himself and 
climbed, hand over hand, back 
to safety. He lowered the rope 
to Ra-Banu who had pulled 
himself to a sitting position on 
the ledge beside the nest. Ra- 
Banu tied the rope.under his 
shoulders and removed the 
eggs from their cradle. Kori 
hoisted him to the small 
plateau. 

They sat side by side* 
breathing heavily, both tired, 
both wounded, For a long time 
they were silent. Then Ra- 
Banu stirred. He held forth 
his hands, offering the two 
eggs to Kori. 

"They are yours, he said. 
"Without your blade and youf 
courage they would still be in. 
their nest-and I would be 
dead." 

Kori shook his head slowly. 
"It was not the will of fate 
that I should win this race," 
he said. "Even as t climbed 
the mountain, I knew that X 
had lost. It was you who won, 
my friend, you who found the 
nest. I have no right to steal 
your victory." 

Ra-Banu placed the egg* 
between them. His dark eyes 
■ought Kori's and held them, 
"Wc have been fools." he said 
softly, his voice heavy with 
emotion. "Always we have 
fought, one against the other, 
when we could have been 
friends, the greatest com* 
rades the Mobali kraal has 
ever known." He paused, then 
went on. "There are two eggs, 
friend Kori. One for each of 
us. We will return to Ba- 
Moga's hut together, both vic- 
torious, and it will remain for 
Lyana to make her choice." 
His voice lowered almost to a 
whisper and a smile crossed 
his face. "That she will choose 
you does not matter. It will be 
as it should be, and there will 
be no further bad blood be- 
tween us." . 

Kori could not speak. He 
clapped a hand to Ra-Banu's 
shoulder. A great gladness 
welled up in his breast. The 
gods had indeed smiled upon 
him this day. Not only-had he 
gained the mate of his choice, 
but he had found a friend. 
The End 
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